THE           PUMP          AT          BETHUXE

Lieutenant-Quartermaster.    " We're short of some-
thing more important than that."

" What ? "

" Ammunition. We're going into action to-morrow,
and we haven't enough to knock a sparrow off a tree.
Do you know where you can lay your hands on any
25-pounder H.E. and charges ? Not to-morrow, but
now."

The young subaltern knitted his brows over his
shrewd eyes for a moment or two. Most of the big
ammunition dumps had been planted out in fields
by the roadside. Stacks of shells of all calibres,
camouflaged with branches, at intervals of a quarter
of a mile, and extending in some cases, for a distance
of six miles. As the British retreat developed the
bulk of these were blown up to prevent them falling
into enemy hands. The R.A.S.C. officer knew aU
about this.

" Bethune," he said, after reflection. " There's a
smallish dump there.1'

" Bethune ? "   echoed  the  Second-in-Command.
" That won't do, my boy."

" Why not ? "

' Because the Germans axe probably there by now
When we crossed the canal midday at La Bassee
they were pressing us pretty hard. And between us
there was only a fight covering force. No more than
a few Bren-guns and a company or two of infantry.
Bethune is only ten miles lower down the canal, so
it's fair bet the Germans have occupied the town.
Mind you, I've not heard anything official. It's just
common sense. No, I can't say I like the sound of
Bethune. Isn't there another dump somewhere ? "

" I don't recall one in the area," said the subaltern
after a pause. " There is, or was, the big one near
Lille, But that's in enemy hands."

143